Your eyes are the one subject never stale
for painter's brush, whose counterfeited looks,
twin stars, nay suns, grapple with golden hooks
the dawn, and over nature so prevail
that rusty hawks outsing the nightingale,
roses are thistles, foaming torrents brooks,
while with her elbow green the vine that crooks
the elm, yea, spring itself, with love grows pale,
It is my joy in May to watch the doves
billing with long and murmurous interchange
all through the floral day, from morn till gloaming*
O happy birds, true offspring of the loves
your natural joys so far my hopes outrange
that only in dreams I hear my pigeon homing*